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THE  DANIEL  JAZZ 

Let  the  leader  train  the  audience  to  roar  like  lions,  and 
to  join  in  the  refrain  "  Go  chain  the  lions  down," 
before  he  begins  to  lead  them  in  this  jazz. 

Darius  the  Mede  was  a  king  and  a  wonder.       Beginning 

with  a  strain 

His  eye  was  proud,  and  his  voice  was  thun-  of  "Dixie." 

der. 

He  kept  bad  lions  in  a  monstrous  den. 
He  fed  up  the  lions  on  Christian  men. 

Daniel  was  the  chief  hired  man  of  the  land.  With  a  touch 

.  .  iT°/"  -4focan- 

He  stirred  up  the  jazz  in  the  palace  band,  d^r's  Ragtime 
He  whitewashed  the  cellar.     He  shovelled  Band- 

in  the  coal. 

And  Daniel  kept  a-praying  : — "  Lord  save  my  soul." 
Daniel  kept  a-praying  "  Lord  save  my  soul." 
Daniel  kept  a-praying  "  Lord  save  my  soul." 

Daniel  was  the  butler,  swagger  and  swell. 
He  ran  up  stairs.     He  answered  the  bell. 
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And  he  would  let  in  whoever  came  a-calling  :— 

Saints  so  holy,  scamps  so  appalling. 

"  Old  man  Ahab  leaves  his  card. 

Elisha  and  the  bears  are  a-waiting  in  the  yard. 

Here  comes  Pharaoh  and  his  snakes  a-calling. 

Here  comes  Cain  and  his  wife  a-calling. 

Shadrach,  Meshach  and  Abednego  for  tea. 

Here  comes  Jonah  and  the  whale, 

And  the  Sea  I 

Here  comes  St.  Peter  and  his  fishing  pole. 

Here  comes  Judas  and  his  silver  a-calling. 

Here  comes  old  Beelzebub  a-calling." 

And  Daniel  kept  a-praylng  : — "  Lord  save  my  soul." 

Daniel  kept  a-praying  : — "  Lord  save  my  soul." 

Daniel  kept  a-praying  : — "  Lord  save  my  soul." 

His  sweetheart  and  his  mother  were  Christian  and  meek. 
They  washed  and  ironed  for  Darius  every  week. 
One  Thursday  he  met  them  at  the  door  : — 
Paid  them  as  usual,  but  acted  sore. 

He  said  : — "  Your  Daniel  Is  a  dead  little  pigeon. 
He's  a  good  hard  worker,  but  he  talks  religion." 
And  he  showed  them  Daniel  in  the  lion's  cage. 
Daniel  standing  quietly,  the  lions  in  a  rage. 
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His  good  old  mother  cried  : — 

"  Lord  save  him." 

And  Daniel's  tender  sweetheart  cried  :— 

"  Lord  save  him." 

And  she  was  a  golden  lily  in  the  dew. 
And  she  was  as  sweet  as  an  apple  on  the  tree 
And  she  was  as  fine  as  a  melon  in  the  corn-field, 
Gliding  and  lovely  as  a  ship  on  the  sea, 
Gliding  and  lovely  as  a  ship  on  the  sea. 

And  she  prayed  to  the  Lord  :— 
"  Send  Gabriel.     Send  Gabriel." 

King  Darius  said  to  the  lions  :— 

"  Bite  Daniel.     Bite  Daniel. 

Bite  him.     Bite  him.     Bite  him  !  " 

Thus  roared  the  lions  : — 

"  We  want  Daniel,  Daniel,  Daniel, 

We  want  Daniel,  Daniel,  Daniel. 

Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr      Here  the 

audience 

Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr       roart  Wn 

the  leader 
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And  Daniel  did  not  frown, 
Daniel  did  not  cry. 
He  kept  on  looking  at  the  sky. 
And  the  Lord  said  to  Gabriel  :— 

"  Go  chain  the  lions  down,  The  audience 

„        ,     .        ,      ,.  ,  fings  this 

Go  chain  the  lions  down.  with  the  lead- 

Go  chain  the  lions  down.  er> to  l.he  old 

negro  tune. 

Go  chain  the  lions  down." 


And  Gabriel  chained  the  lions, 

And  Gabriel  chained  the  lions, 

And  Gabriel  chained  the  lions, 

And  Daniel  got  out  of  the  den, 

And  Daniel  got  out  of  the  den, 

And  Daniel  got  out  of  the  den. 

And  Darius  said  : — "  You're  a  Christian  child," 

Darius  said  : — "  You're  a  Christian  child," 

Darius  said  : — "  You're  a  Christian  child," 

And  gave  him  his  job  again, 

And  gave  him  his  job  again, 

And  gave  him  his  job  again. 
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THE    GOLDEN   WHALES    OF    CALIFORNIA 

Part  I.     A  Short  Walk  Along  the  Coast 

Yes,  I  have  walked  in  California, 

And  the  rivers  there  are  blue  and  white. 

Thunderclouds  of  grapes  hang  on  the  mountains. 

Bears  in  the  meadows  pitch  and  fight. 

(Limber,  double-jointed  lords  of  fate, 

Proud  native  sons  of  the  Golden  Gate.} 

And  flowers  burst  like  bombs  in  California, 

Exploding  on  tomb  and  tower. 

And  the  panther-cats  chase  the  red  rabbits, 

Scatter  their  young  blood  every  hour. 

And  the  cattle  on  the  hills  of  California 

And  the  very  swine  hi  the  holes 

Have  ears  of  silk  and  velvet 

And  tusks  like  long  white  poles. 

And  the  very  swine,  big  hearted, 

Walk  with  pride  to  their  doom 

For  they  feed  on  the  sacred  raisins 

Where  the  great  black  agates  loom. 
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Goshawfula  are  Burbanked  with  the  grizzly  bears. 

At  midnight  their  children  come  clanking  up  the  stairs. 

They  wriggle  up  the  canyons, 

Nose  into  the  caves, 

And  swallow  the  papooses  and  the  Indian  braves. 

The  trees  climb  BO  high  the  crows  are  dizzy 

Flying  to  their  nests  at  the  top. 

While  the  jazz-birds  screech,  and  storm  the  brazen 
beach 

And  the  sea-stars  turn  flip  flop. 

The  solid  Golden  Gate  soars  up  to  Heaven. 

Perfumed  cataracts  are  hurled 

From  the  zones  of  silver  snow 

To  the  ripening  rye  below, 

To  the  land  of  the  lemon  and  the  nut 

And  the  biggest  ocean  in  the  world. 

While  the  Native  Sons,  like  lords  tremendous 

Lift  up  their  heads  with  chants  sublime, 

And  the  band-stands  sound  the  trombone,  the  saxo 
phone  and  xylophone 

And  the  whales  roar  in  perfect  tune  and  time. 

And  the  chanting  of  the  whales  of  California 

I  have  set  my  heart  upon. 

It  is  sometimes  a  play  by  Belasco, 

Sometimes  a  tale  of  Prester  John. 


GOLDEN  WHALES  OF  CALIFORNIA 
Part  II.     The  Chanting  of  the  Whales. 

North  to  the  Pole,  south  to  the  Pole 

The  whales  of  California  wallow  and  roll. 

They  dive  and  breed  and  snort  and  play 

And  the  sun  struck  feed  them  every  day 

Boatloads  of  citrons,  quinces,  cherries, 

Of  bloody  strawberries,  plums  and  beets, 

Hogsheads  of  pomegranates,  vats  of  sweets, 

And  the  he-whales'  chant  like  a  cyclone  blares, 

Proclaiming  the  California  noons 

So  gloriously  hot  some  days 

The  snake  is  fried  hi  the  desert 

And  the  flea  no  longer  plays. 

There  are  ten  gold  suns  in  California 

When  all  other  lands  have  one, 

For  the  Golden  Gate  must  have  due  light 

And  persimmons  be  well-done. 

And  the  hot  whales  slosh  and  cool  in  the  wash 

And  the  fume  of  the  hollow  sea. 

Rally  and  roam  hi  the  loblolly  foam 

And  whoop  that  their  souls  are  free. 

(Limber,  double-jointed  lords  of  fate, 

Proud  native  sons  of  the  Golden  Gate.) 

And  they  chant  of  the  forty-niners 


Who  sailed  round  the  cape  for  their  loot 

With  guns  and  picks  and  washpans 

And  a  dagger  in  each  boot. 

How  the  richest  became  the  King  of  England, 

The  poorest  became  the  King  of  Spain, 

The  bravest  a  colonel  in  the  army, 

And  a  mean  one  went  insane. 


The  ten  gold  suns  are  so  blasting 

The  sunstruck  scoot  for  the  sea 

And  turn  to  mermen  and  mermaids 

And  whoop  that  their  souls  are  free. 

(Limber,  double-jointed  lords  of  fate, 

Proud  native  sons  of  the  Golden  Gate.) 

And  they  take  young  whales  for  their  bronchos 

And  old  whales  for  their  steeds, 

Harnessed  with  golden  seaweeds, 

And  driven  with  golden  reeds. 

They  dance  on  the  shore  thro  whig  rose-leaves. 

They  kiss  all  night  throwing  hearts. 

They  fight  like  scalded  wildcats 

When  the  least  bit  of  fighting  starts. 

They  drink,  these  belly-busting  devils 

And  their  tremens  shake  the  ground. 

And  then  they  repent  like  whirlwinds 
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And  never  were  such  saints  found. 

They  will  give  you  their  plug  tobacco. 

They  will  give  you  the  shirts  off  their  backs. 

They  will  cry  for  your  every  sorrow, 

Put  ham  in  your  haversacks. 

And  they  feed  the  cuttlefishes,  whales  and  skates 

With  dates  and  figs  in  bales  and  crates  : — 

Shiploads  of  sweet  potatoes,  peanuts,  rutabagas, 

Honey  hi  hearts  of  gourds  : 

Grapefruits  and  oranges  barrelled  with  apples, 

And  spices  like  sharp  sweet  swords. 

Part  III.     St.  Francis  of  San  Francisco 

But  the  surf  is  white,  down  the  long  strange  coast 
With  breasts  that  shake  with  sighs, 
And  the  ocean  of  all  oceans 
Holds  salt  from  weary  eyes. 

St.  Francis  comes  to  his  city  at  night 

And  stands  hi  the  brilliant  electric  light 

And  his  swans  that  prophesy  night  and  day 

Would  soothe  his  heart  that  wastes  away  : 

The  giant  swans  of  California 

That  nest  on  the  Golden  Gate 

And  beat  through  the  clouds  serenely 
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And  on  St.  Francis  wait. 

But  St.  Francis  shades  his  face  in  his  cowl 

And  stands  in  the  street  like  a  lost  grey  owl. 

He  thinks  of  gold  .  .  .  gold. 

He  sees  on  far  redwoods 

Dewf all  and  dawning  : 

Deep  in  Yosemite 

Shadows  and  shrines  : 

He  hears  from  far  valleys 

Prayers  by  young  Christians, 

He  sees  their  due  penance 

So  cruel,  so  cold  ; 

He  sees  them  made  holy, 

White -souled  like  young  aspens 

With  whimsies  and  fancies  untold  :— 

The  opposite  of  gold. 

And  the  mighty  mountain  swans  of  California 

Whose  eggs  are  like  mosque  domes  of  Ind, 

Cry  with  curious  notes 

That  their  eggs  are  good  for  boats 

To  toss  upon  the  foam  and  the  wind. 

He  beholds  on  far  rivers 

The  venturesome  lovers 

Sailing  for  the  sea 

All  night 
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In  swanshells  white. 

He  sees  them  far  on  the  ocean  prevailing 

In  a  year  and  a  month  and  a  day  of  sailing 

Leaving  the  whales  and  their  whoop  unfailing 

On  through  the  lightning,  ice  and  confusion 

North  of  the  North  Pole, 

South  of  the  South  Pole, 

And  west  of  the  west  of  the  west  of  the  west, 

To  the  shore  of  Heartache's  Cure, 

The  opposite  of  gold, 

On  and  on  like  Columbus 

With  faith  and  eggshell  sure. 

Part  IV.     The  Voice  of  the  Earthquake 

But  what  is  the  earthquake's  cry  at  last 
Making  St.  Francis  yet  aghast  :  — 

From  here 
on,  the  aud- 
ience  joins 

Is  gold,  gold,  gold. 


Their  brittle  speech  and  their  clutching  "  gold,  gold, 

gold" 

reach 

Is  gold,  gold,  gold. 

What  is  the  fire  -engine's  ding  dong  bell  ? 
The  burden  of  the  burble  of  the  bull-frog  in  the  well  ? 
Gold,  gold,  gold. 
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What  is  the  color  of  the  cup  and  plate 

And  knife  and  fork  of  the  chief  of  state  ? 

Gold,  gold,  gold. 

What  is  the  flavor  of  the  Bartlett  pear  ? 

What  is  the  savor  of  the  salt  sea  air  ? 

Gold,  gold,  gold. 

What  is  the  color  of  the  sea -girl's  hair  ? 

Gold,  gold,  gold. 

In  the  church  of  Jesus  and  the  streets  of  Venus  : — 

Gold,  gold,  gold. 

What  color  are  the  cradle  and  the  bridal  bed  ? 

What  color  are  the  coffins  of  the  great  grey  dead  ? 

Gold,  gold,  gold. 

What  is  the  hue  of  the  big  whales'  hide  ? 

Gold,  gold,  gold. 

What  is  the  color  of  their  guts'  inside  ? 

Gold,  gold,  gold." 

"  What  is  the  color  of  the  pumpkins  in  the  moonlight  ? 
Gold,  gold,  gold. 

The  color  of  the  moth  and  the  worm  in  the  starlight  ? 
Gold,  gold,  gold." 
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BRYAN,  BRYAN,  BRYAN,  BRYAN 

The  Campaign  of  Eighteen  Ninety-six,  as   Viewed  at 
the  Time  by  a  Sixteen  Year  Old,  etc. 

I 

In  a  nation  of  one  hundred  fine,  mob-hearted,  lynching, 
relenting,  repenting  millions, 

There  are  plenty  of  sweeping,  swinging,  stinging,  gor 
geous  things  to  shout  about, 

And  knock  your  old  blue  devils  out. 

I  brag  and  chant  of  Bryan,  Bryan,  Bryan, 
Candidate  for  president  who  sketched  a  silver  Zion, 
The  one  American  Poet  who  could  sing  out  doors. 
He  brought  in  tides  of  wonder,  of  unprecedented  splen 
dor, 

Wild  roses  from  the  plains,  that  made  hearts  tender, 
All  the  funny  circus  silks 
Of  politics  unfurled, 

Bartlett  pears  of  romance  that  were  honey  at  the  cores, 
And  torchlights  down  the  street,  to  the  end  of  the 
world. 
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There  were  truths  eternal  in  the  gab  and  tittle-tattle. 
There  were  real  heads  broken  in  the  fustian  and  the 

rattle. 

There  were  real  lines  drawn  : 
Not  the  silver  and  the  gold, 
But  Nebraska's  cry  went  eastward  against  the  dour  and 

old, 
The  mean  and  cold. 

It  was  eighteen  ninety-six,  and  I  was  just  sixteen 

And  Altgeld  ruled  in  Springfield,  Illinois, 

When  there  came  from  the  sunset  Nebraska's  shout  of 

joy  :— 

In  a  coat  like  a  deacon,  in  a  black  Stetson  hat 

He  scourged  the  elephant  plutocrats 

With  barbed  wire  from  the  Platte. 

The  scales  dropped  from  their  mighty  eyes. 

They  saw  that  summer's  noon 

A  tribe  of  wonders  coming 

To  a  marching  tune. 

Oh  the  long  horns  from  Texas, 

The  jay  hawks  from  Kansas, 

The  plop-eyed  bungaroo  and  giant  giassicus, 

The  varmint,  chipmunk,  bugaboo, 
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The  horned-toad,  prairie-dog  and  ballyhoo, 

From  all  the  new-born  states  arow, 

Bidding  the  eagles  of  the  west  fly  on, 

Bidding  the  eagles  of  the  west  fly  on. 

The  fawn,  prodactyl  and  thing-a-ma-jig, 

The  rakaboor,  the  hellangone, 

The  whangdoodle,  batfowl  and  pig, 

The  coyote,  wild-cat  and  grizzly  hi  a  glow, 

In  a  miracle  of  health  and  speed,  the  whole  breed 

abreast, 

They  leaped  the  Mississippi,  blue  border  of  the  West, 
From  the  Gulf  to  Canada,  two  thousand  miles  long  : — 
Against  the  towns  of  Tubal  Cain, 
Ah, — sharp  was  their  song. 
Against  the  ways  of  Tubal  Cain,  too  cunning  for  the 

young, 
The   long-horn   calf,   the   buffalo   and   wampus   gave 

tongue. 

These  creatures  were  defending  things  Mark  Hanna 

never  dreamed  : 
The   moods   of   airy   childhood   that   hi   desert   dews 

gleamed, 

The  gossamers  and  whimsies, 
The  monkeyshines  and  didoes 


16    BRYAN,  BRYAN,  BRYAN,  BRYAN 

Rank  and  strange 

Of  the  canyons  and  the  range, 

The  ultimate  fantastics 

Of  the  far  western  slope, 

And  of  prairie  schooner  children 

Born  beneath  the  stars, 

Beneath  falling  snows, 

Of  the  babies  born  at  midnight 

In  the  sod  huts  of  lost  hope, 

With  no  physician  there, 

Except  a  Kansas  prayer, 

With  the  Indian  raid  a  howling  through  the  air. 

And  all  these  in  their  helpless  days 

By  the  dour  East  oppressed, 

Mean  paternalism 

Making  their  mistakes  for  them, 

Crucifying  half  the  West, 

Till  the  whole  Atlantic  coast 

Seemed  a  giant  spiders'  nest. 

And  these  children  and  their  sons 
At  last  rode  through  the  cactus, 
A  cliff  of  mighty  cowboys 
On  the  lope, 
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With  gun  and  rope. 

And  all  the  way  to  frightened  Maine  the  old  East  heard 

them  call, 

And  saw  our  Bryan  by  a  mile  lead  the  wall 
Of  men  and  whirling  flowers  and  beasts, 
The  bard  and  the  prophet  of  them  all. 
Prairie  avenger,  mountain  lion, 
Bryan,  Bryan,  Bryan,  Bryan, 
Gigantic  troubadour,  speaking  like  a  siege  gun, 
Smashing  Plymouth  Rock  with  his  boulders  from  the 

West, 
And  just  a  hundred  miles  behind,  tornadoes  piled  across 

the  sky, 

Blotting  out  sun  and  moon, 
A  sign  on  high. 

Headlong,  dazed  and  blinking  in  the  weird  green  light, 
The  scalawags  made  moan, 
Afraid  to  fight. 

II 

When  Bryan  came  to  Springfield,  and  Altgeld  gave  him 

greeting, 

Rochester  was  deserted,  Divernon  was  deserted, 
Mechanicsburg,  Riverton,  Chickenbristle,  Cotton  Hill, 
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Empty  :   for  all  Sangamon  drove  to  the  meeting — 

In  silver-decked  racing  cart, 

Buggy,  blackboard,  carryall, 

Carriage,  phaeton,  whatever  would  haul, 

And  silver-decked  farm-wagons  gritted,  banged  and 

rolled, 
With  the  new  tale  of  Bryan  by  the  iron  tires  told. 

The  State  House  loomed  afar, 

A  speck,  a  hive,  a  football, 

A  captive  balloon  ! 

And  the  town  was  all  one  spreading  wing  of  bunting, 

plumes,  and  sunshine, 

Every  rag  and  flag,  and  Bryan  picture  sold, 
When  the  rigs  in  many  a  dusty  line 
Jammed  our  streets  at  noon, 
And  joined  the  wild  parade  against  the  power  of  gold. 

We  roamed,  we  boys  from  High  School 

With  mankind, 

While  Springfield  gleamed, 

Silk-lined. 

Oh  Tom  Dines,  and  Art  Fitzgerald, 

And  the  gangs  that  they  could  get  ! 

I  can  hear  them  yelling  yet. 
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Helping  the  incantation, 
Defying  aristocracy, 
With  every  bridle  gone, 
Ridding  the  world  of  the  low  down  mean, 
Bidding  the  eagles  of  the  West  fly  on, 
Bidding  the  eagles  of  the  West  fly  on, 
We  were  bully,  wild  and  woolly, 
Never  yet  curried  below  the  knees. 
We  saw  flowers  in  the  air, 
Fair  as  the  Pleiades,  bright  as  Orion, 
—Hopes  of  all  mankind, 
Made  rare,  resistless,  thrice  refined. 
Oh  we  bucks  from  every  Springfield  ward  ! 
Colts  of  democracy — 

Yet  time-winds  out  of  Chaos  from  the  star-fields  of  the 
Lord. 

The  long  parade  rolled  on.     I  stood  by  my  best  girl. 
She  was  a  cool  young  citizen,  with  wise  and  laughing 

eyes. 

With  my  necktie  by  my  ear,  I  was  stepping  on  my  dear, 
But  she  kept  like  a  pattern,  without  a  shaken  curl. 

She  wore  in  her  hair  a  brave  prairie  rose. 

Her  gold  chums  cut  her,  for  that  was  not  the  pose. 
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No  Gibson  Girl  would  wear  it  in  that  fresh  way. 
But  we  were  fairy  Democrats,  and  this  was  our  day. 

The  earth  rocked  like  the  ocean,  the  sidewalk  was  a 

deck. 

The  houses  for  the  moment  were  lost  in  the  wide  wreck. 
And  the  bands  played  strange  and  stranger  music  as 

they  trailed  along. 
Against  the  ways  of  Tubal  Cain, 
Ah,  sharp  was  their  song  ! 

The  demons  in  the  bricks,  the  demons  in  the  grass, 
The  demons  in  the  bank- vaults  peered  out  to  see  us  pass, 
And  the  angels  in  the  trees,  the  angels  in  the  grass, 
The  angels  in  the  flags,  peered  out  to  see  us  pass. 
And  the  sidewalk  was  our  chariot,  and  the  flowers 

bloomed  higher, 
And  the  street  turned  to  silver  and  the  grass  turned  to 

fire, 
And  then  it  was  but  grass,  and  the  town  was  there 

again, 
A  place  for  women  and  men. 

Ill 

Then  we  stood  where  we  could  see 
Every  band, 
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And  the  speaker's  stand. 

And  Bryan  took  the  platform. 

And  he  was  introduced. 

And  he  lifted  his  hand 

And  cast  a  new  spell. 

Progressive  silence  fell 

In  Springfield, 

In  Illinois, 

Around  the  world. 

Then  we  heard  these  glacial  boulders  across  the  prairie 
rolled  : 

"  The  people  have  a  right  to  make  their  own  mis 
takes.  .  .  . 

You  shall  not  crucify  mankind 

Upon  a  cross  of  gold." 

And  everybody  heard  him — 

In  the  streets  and  State  House  yard. 

And  everybody  heard  him 

In  Springfield, 

In  Illinois, 

Around  and  around  and  around  the  world, 

That  danced  upon  its  axis 

And  like  a  darling  broncho  whirled. 
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IV 

July,  August,  suspense. 

Wall  Street  lost  to  sense. 

August,  September,  October, 

More  suspense, 

And  the  whole  East  down  like  a  wind-smashed  fence. 

Then  Hanna  to  the  rescue, 

Hanna  of  Ohio, 

Rallying  the  roller-tops, 

Rallying  the  bucket-shops, 

Threatening  drouth  and  death, 

Promising  manna, 

Rallying  the  trusts  against  the  bawling  flannelmouth  ; 

Invading  misers'  cellars, 

Tin-cans,  socks, 

Melting  down  the  rocks, 

Pouring  out  the  long  green  to  a  million  workers, 

Spondulix  by  the  mountain-load,   to  stop  each  new 

tornado, 

And  beat  the  cheapskate,  blatherskite, 
Populistic,  anarchistic, 
Deacon — desperado. 
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V 

Election  night  at  midnight  : 

Boy  Bryan's  defeat. 

Defeat  of  western  silver. 

Defeat  of  the  wheat. 

Victory  of  letterfiles 

And  plutocrats  in  miles 

With  dollar  signs  upon  their  coats, 

Diamond  watchchains  on  their  vests 

And  spats  on  their  feet. 

Victory  of  custodians, 

Plymouth  Rock, 

And  all  that  inbred  landlord  stock. 

Victory  of  the  neat. 

Defeat  of  the  aspen  groves  of  Colorado  valleys, 

The  blue  bells  of  the  Rockies, 

And  blue  bonnets  of  old  Texas, 

By  the  Pittsburg  alleys. 

Defeat  of  alfalfa  and  the  Mariposa  lily. 

Defeat  of  the  Pacific  and  the  long  Mississippi. 

Defeat  of  the  young  by  the  old  and  silly. 

Defeat  of  tornadoes  by  the  poison  vats  supreme. 

Defeat  of  my  boyhood,  defeat  of  my  dream. 
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VI 

Where  is  McKinley,  that  respectable  McKinley, 

The  man  without  an  angle  or  a  tangle, 

Who  soothed  down  the  city  man  and  soothed  down  the 

farmer, 

The  German,  the  Irish,  the  Southerner,  the  Northerner, 
Who  climbed  every  greasy  pole,  and  slipped  through 

every  crack  ; 
Who  soothed  down  the  gambling  hall,  the  bar-room,  the 

church, 

The  devil  vote,  the  angel  vote,  the  neutral  vote, 
The  desperately  wicked,  and  their  victims  on  the  rack, 
The  gold  vote,  the  silver  vote,  the  brass  vote,  the  lead 

vote, 
Every  vote.  .  .  . 

Where  is  McKinley,  Mark  Hanna's  McKinley, 

His  slave,  his  echo,  his  suit  of  clothes  ? 

Gone  to  join  the  shadows,  with  the  pomps  of  that  time, 

And  the  flame  of  that  summer's  prairie  rose. 

Where  is  Cleveland  whom  the  Democratic  platform 
Read  from  the  party  in  a  glorious  hour  ? 
Gone  to  join  the  shadows  with  pitchfork  Tillman, 
And  sledge-hammer  Altgeld  who  wrecked  his  power. 
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Where  is  Hanna,  bull  dog  Hanna, 
Low  browed  Hanna,  who  said  :    "  Stand  pat  "  ? 
Gone  to  his  place  with  old  Pierpont  Morgan. 
Gone  somewhere  .      .  with  lean  rat  Platt. 


Where  is  Roosevelt,  the  young  dude  cowboy, 
Who  hated  Bryan,  then  aped  his  way  ? 
Gone  to  join  the  shadows  with  mighty  Cromwell 
And  tall  King  Saul,  till  the  Judgment  day. 

Where  ie  Altgeld,  brave  as  the  truth, 
Whose  name  the  few  still  say  with  tears  ? 
Gone  to  join  the  ironies  with  Old  John  Brown, 
Whose  fame  rings  loud  for  a  thousand  years. 

Where  la  that  boy,  that  Heaven-born  Bryan, 
That  Homer  Bryan,  who  sang  from  the  West  ? 
Gone  to  join  the  shadows  with  Altgeld  the  Eagle, 
Where  the  kings  and  the  slaves  and  the  troubadours 
rest. 


Written  at  the  Guanella  Ranch,  Empire,  Colorado,  August,  1919. 
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A  RHYME  FOR  ALL  ZIONISTS 

The  Eyes  of  Queen  Esther,  and  How  they  Conquered 
King  Ahasuerus 

"  Esther  had  not  showed  her  people  nor  her  kindred." 

I 

He  harried  lions  up  the  peaks. 

In  blood  and  moss  and  snow  they  died. 

He  wore  a  cloak  of  lions'  manes 

To  satisfy  his  curious  pride. 

Men  saw  it,  trimmed  with  emerald  bands, 

Flash  on  the  crested  battle-tide. 

Where  Bagdad  stands,  he  hunted  kings, 
Burned  them  alive,  his  soul  to  cool. 
Yet  in  his  veins  god  Ormadz  wrought 
To  make  a  just  man  of  a  fool. 
He  spoke  the  rigid  truth,  and  rode, 
And  drew  the  bow,  by  Persian  rule. 
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II 

Ahasuerus  in  his  prime 
Was  gracious  and  voluptuous. 
He  saw  a  pale  face  turn  to  him, 
A  gleam  of  Heaven's  righteousness  : 
A  girl  with  hair  of  David's  gold 
And  Rachel's  face  of  loveliness. 

He  dropped  his  sword,  he  bowed  his  head. 

She  led  his  steps  to  courtesy. 

He  took  her  for  his  white  north  star  : 

A  wedding  of  true  majesty. 

Oh,  what  a  war  for  gentleness 

Was  in  her  bridal  fantasy  ! 

Why  did  he  fall  by  candlelight 
And  press  his  bull-heart  to  her  feet  ? 
He  found  them  as  the  mountain-snow 
Where  lions  died.     Her  hands  were  sweet 
As  ice  upon  a  blood-burnt  mouth, 
As  mead  to  reapers  in  the  wheat. 

The  little  nation  in  her  soul 
Bloomed  in  her  girl's  prophetic  face. 
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She  named  it  not,  and  yet  he  felt 
One  challenge  :  her  eternal  race. 
This  was  the  mystery  of  her  step, 
Her  trembling  body's  sacred  grace. 

He  stood,  a  priest,  a  Nazarite, 

A  rabbi  reading  by  a  tomb. 

The  hardy  raider  saw  and  feared 

Her  white  knees  hi  the  palace  gloom, 

Her  pouting  breasts  and  locks  well  combed 

Within  the  humming,  reeling  room. 

Her  name  was  Meditation  there  : 
Fair  opposite  of  bullock's  brawn. 
I  sing  her  eyes  that  conquered  him. 
He  bent  before  his  little  fawn, 
Her  dewy  fern,  her  bitter  weed, 
Her  secret  forest's  floor  and  lawn. 

He  gave  her  Shushan*  from  the  walls. 
She  saw  it  not,  and  turned  not  back. 
Her  eyes  kept  hunting  through  his  soul 
As  one  may  seek  through  battle  black 

•  Shushan — the  royal  city. 
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For  one  dear  banner  held  on  high, 
For  one  bright  bugle  in  the  rack. 


The  scorn  that  loves  the  sexless  stars  : 
Traditions  passionless  and  bright : 
The  ten  commands  (to  him  unknown), 
The  pillar  of  the  fire  by  night : — 
Flashed  from  her  alabaster  crown 
The  while  they  kissed  by  candlelight. 

The  rarest  psalms  of  David  came 

From  her  dropped  veil  (odd  dreams  to  him). 

It  prophesied,  he  knew  not  how, 

Against  his  endless  armies  grim. 

He  saw  his  Shushan  hi  the  dust — 

Far  in  the  ages  growing  dim. 

Then  came  a  glance  of  steely  blue, 
Flash  of  her  body's  silver  sword. 
Her  eyes  of  law  and  temple  prayer 
Broke  him  who  spoiled  the  temple  hoard. 
The  thief  who  fouled  all  little  lands 
Went  mad  before  her,  and  adored. 
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The  girl  was  Eve  in  Paradise, 
Yet  Judith,  till  her  war  was  won. 
All  of  the  future  tyrants  fell 
In  this  one  king,  ere  night  was  done, 
And  Israel,  captive  then  as  now 
Ruled  with  to-morrow's  rising  sun. 

And  in  the  logic  of  the  skies 

He  who  keeps  Israel  in  his  hand, 

The  God  whose  hope  for  joy  on  earth 

The  Gentile  yet  shall  understand, 

Through  powers  like  Esther's  steadfast  eyes 

Shall  free  each  little  tribe  and  land. 


These  verses  were  written  for  the  Phi  Beta  Kappa  Society  of 
Philadelphia  and  read  at  their  meeting,  December  8,  1917. 
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THE  CONSCIENTIOUS  DEACON 

A  song  to  be  syncopated  as  you  please 

Black  cats,  grey  cats,  green  cats  miau — 
Chasing  the  deacon  who  stole  the  cow. 

He  runs  and  tumbles,  he  tumbles  and  runs. 
He  sees  big  white  men  with  dogs  and  guns. 

He  falls  down  flat.     He  turns  to  stare — 
No  cats,  no  dogs,  and  no  men  there. 

But  black  shadows,  grey  shadows,  green  shadows  come. 
The  wind  says,  "  Miau  !  "  and  the  rain  says,  "  Hum  1" 

He  goes  straight  home.     He  dreams  all  night. 
He  howls.     He  puts  his  wife  in  a  fright. 

Black  devils,  grey  devils,  green  devils  shine — 

Yes,  by  Sambo, 

And  the  fire  looks  fine  ! 
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Cat  devils,  dog  devils,  cow  devils  grin — 
Yes,  by  Sambo, 
And  the  fire  rolls  In. 


And  so,  next  day,  to  avoid  the  worst — 
He  takes  that  cow 
Where  he  found  her  first. 
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THE  SEA  SERPENT  CHANTEY 

I 

There's  a  snake  on  the  western  wave 
And  his  crest  is  red. 
He  is  long  as  a  city  street, 
And  he  eats  the  dead. 
There's  a  hole  in  the  bottom  of  the  sea 
Where  the  snake  goes  down. 
And  he  waits  in  the  bottom  of  the  sea 
For  the  men  that  drown. 

Chorus  : —  Let  the  audience 

m,  ...  .          .  join  in  the  chorut 

This  is  the  voice  of  the  sand 
(The  sailors  understand) 
"  There  is  far  more  sea  than  sand, 
There  is  far  more  sea  than  land. 
Yo  .  .  .  ho,  yo  .  .  .  ho." 

II 

He  waits  by  the  door  of  his  cave 

While  the  ages  moan. 

He  cracks  the  ribs  of  the  ships 
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With  his  teeth  of  stone. 

In  his  gizzard  deep  and  long 

Much  treasure  lies. 

Oh,  the  pearls  and  the  Spanish  gold  . 

And  the  idols'  eyes.  .  .  . 

Oh,  the  totem  poles  .  .  .  the  skulls  .  . 

The  altars  cold  .  .  . 

The  wedding  rings,  the  dice  .  .  . 

The  buoy  bells  old. 

Chorus  : — This  is  the  voice,  etc. 

Ill 

Dive,  mermaids,  with  sharp  swords 
And  cut  him  through, 
And  bring  us  the  idols'  eyes 
And  the  red  gold  too. 
Lower  the  grappling  hooks 
Good  pirate  men 
And  drag  him  up  by  the  tongue 
From  his  deep  wet  den. 
We  will  sail  to  the  end  of  the  world, 
We  will  nail  his  hide 
To  the  main  mast  of  the  moon 
In  the  evening  tide. 
Chorus  : — This  is  the  voice,  etc. 
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IV 

Or  will  you  let  him  live, 

The  deep-sea  thing, 

With  the  wrecks  of  all  the  world 

In  a  black  wide  ring 

By  the  hole  in  the  bottom  of  the  sea 

Where  the  snake  goes  down, 

Where  he  waits  in  the  bottom  of  the  sea 

For  the  men  that  drown  ? 

Chorus  : — This  is  the  voice,  etc. 
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FOR  ALL  WHO  EVER  SENT  LACE 
VALENTINES 

The  little-boy  lover 
And  little -girl  lover 
Met  the  first  time 
At  the  house  of  a  friend. 
And  great  the  respect 
Of  the  little-boy  lover. 
The  awe  and  the  fear  of  her 
Stayed  to  the  end. 

The  little  girl  chattered 
Incessantly  chattered, 
Hardly  would  look 
When  he  tried  to  be  nice. 
But  deeply  she  trembled 
The  little-girl  lover, 
Eaten  with  flame 
While  she  tried  to  be  ice. 

The  lion  of  loving 
The  terrible  lion 
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Woke  in  the  two 

Long  before  they  could  wed. 

The  world  said  :  "  Child  hearts 

You  must  keep  till  the  summer. 

It  is  not  allowed. 

That  your  hearts  should  be  red." 


If  only  a  wizard 

A  kindly  grey  wizard 

Had  built  them  "a  house 

•k 

In  a  cave  underground. 
With  an  emerald  door, 
And  honey  to  eat ! 
But  it  seemed  that  no  wizard 
Was  waiting  around. 


Oh  children  with  fancies, 
The  rarest  of  notions, 
The  rarest  of  passions 
And  hopes  here  below  ! 
Many  a  child, 
His  young  heart  too  timid 
Has  fled  from  his  princess 
No  other  to  know. 
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I  have  seen  them  with  faces 

Like  books  out  of  Heaven, 

With  messages  there 

The  harsh  world  should  read, 

The  lions  and  roses  and  lilies  of  love, 

Its  tender,  mystic,  tyrannical  need. 

Were  I  god  of  the  village 
My  servants  should  mate  them. 
Were  I  priest  of  the  church 
I  would  set  them  apart. 
If  the  wide  state  were  mine 
It  should  live  for  such  darlings, 
And  hedge  with  all  shelter 
The  child-wedded  heart. 
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TO  EVE,  MAN'S  DREAM  OF  WIFEHOOD 
AS  DESCRIBED  BY  MILTON 

Darling  of  Milton — when  that  marble  man 
Saw  you  in  shadow,  coming  from  God's  hand 
Serene  and  young,  did  he  not  chant  for  you 
Praises  more  quaint  than  he  could  understand  ? 

"  To  justify  the  ways  of  God  to  man  " — 
So,  self -deceived,  his  printed  purpose  runs. 
His  love  for  you  is  the  true  key  to  him, 
And  Uriel  and  Michael  were  your  sons. 

Your  bosom  nurtured  his  Urania. 

Your  meek  voice,  piercing  through  his  midnight  sleep 

Shook  him  far  more  than  silver  chariot  wheels 

Or  rattling  shields,  or  trumpets  of  the  deep. 

Titan  and  lover,  could  he  be  content 

With  Eden's  narrow  setting  for  your  spell  ? 

You  wound  soft  arms  around  his  brows.     He  smiled 

And  grimly  for  your  home  built  Heaven  and  Hell. 
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That  was  his  posy.     A  strange  gift,  indeed. 
We  bring  you  what  we  can,  not  what  is  fit. 
Eve,  dream  of  wifehood  !     Each  man  in  his  way 
Serves  you  with  chants  according  to  his  wit. 
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THE  CONGO 

A  STUDY  OF  THE  NEGRO  RACE 
I.    THEIR  BASIC  SAVAGERY 

Fat  black  bucks  in  a  wine-barrel  room, 

Barrel-house  kings,  with  feet  unstable, 

Sagged   and   reeled  and  pounded  on  the    A  d«ep  rolling 

bass. 
table, 

Pounded  on  the  table, 

Beat  an  empty  barrel  with  the  handle  of 
a  broom, 

Hard  as  they  were  able, 

Boom,  boom,  BOOM, 

With  a  silk  umbrella  and  the  handle  of  a 
broom, 

Boomlay,  boomlay,  boomlay,  BOOM. 

THEN  I  had  religion,  THEN  I  had  a  vision. 

I  could  not  turn  from  their  revel  in  deri 
sion. 

THEN  I  SAW  THE  CONGO,  CREEPING  THROUGH  More  deliberate . 

Solemnly  chanted 
THE    BLACK, 
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THE  CONGO 


CUTTING    THROUGH   THE    FOREST   WITH   A 

GOLDEN  TRACK. 
Then  along  that  riverbank 
A  thousand  miles 

Tattooed  cannibals  danced  in  files  ; 
Then  I  heard  the  boom  of  the  blood-lust 

song 

And  a  thigh-bone  beating  on  a  tin-pan  gong.  ^  rapidly  pil 
ing  climax  of 
And  "BLOOD"  screamed  the  whistles  and  ^pced  &  racket. 

the  fifes  of  the  warriors, 
"  BLOOD  "   screamed  the  skull-faced,   lean 

witch-doctors, 

"  Whirl  ye  the  deadly  voo-doo  rattle, 
Harry  the  uplands, 
Steal  all  the  cattle, 
Rattle-rattle,  rattle-rattle, 
Bing. 

Boomlay,  boomlay,  boomlay,  BOOM," 
A  roaring,  epic,  rag-time  tune 
From  the  mouth  of  the  Congo 
To  the  Mountains  of  the  Moon. 
Death  is  an  Elephant, 
Torch-eyed  and  horrible, 
Foam-flanked  and  terrible. 
BOOM,  steal  the  pygmies, 


With  a  philo 
sophic  paune. 


Shrilly  v.nd  with 
a  heavily  accented 
metre. 
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BOOM,  kill  the  Arabs, 
BOOM,  kill  the  white  men, 
Hoo,  Hoo,  Hoo. 

Listen  to  the  yell  of  Leopold's  ghost  Like  the  wind 

Burning  in  Hell  for  his  hand-maimed  host. 
Hear  how  the  demons  chuckle  and  yell 
Cutting  his  hands  off,  down  in  Hell. 
Listen  to  the  creepy  proclamation, 
Blown  through  the  lairs  of  the  forest-nation, 
Blown  past  the  white-ants'  hill  of  clay, 
Blown  past  the  marsh  where  the  butter 
flies  play  : — 

"  Be  careful  what  you  do, 
Or  Mumbo- Jumbo,  God  of  the  Congo,         All  the  0  sounds 

very  golden. 
And  all  of  the  other  Heavy     accents 

Gods  Of  the  Congo,  veryh.avy. 

Light      accents 

Mumbo-Jumbo  will  hoo-doo  you,  very  light.  Last 

,_       ,       T       ,          .„  ,          ,  line  whispered. 

Mumbo-Jumbo  will  hoo-doo  you, 
Mumbo-Jumbo  will  hoo-doo  you." 


II.    THEIR  IRREPRESSIBLE  HIGH  SPIRITS 

Wild  crap-shooters  with  a  whoop  and  a  call  Rather  shrill 
Danced  the  jubajin  their  gambling-hall 
And  laughed  fit  to  kill,  and  shook  the  town, 
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And  guyed  the  policemen  and  laughed  them 

down 

With  a  boomlay,  boomlay,  boomlay,  BOOM. 
THEN  I  SAW  THE  CONGO,  CREEPING  THROUGH  R«<*d  exactly 

as  in  first  sec- 

THE  BLACK,  (;0;, 

CUTTING   THROUGH   THE    FOREST   WITH   A 

GOLDEN  TRACK. 
A  negro  fairyland  swung  into  view,  Lay  emphasis  on 

A        .  the  delicate  ideas. 

A  minstrel  river  Keep   a8   light. 

Where  dreams  come  true.  footed  asposiible 

The  ebony  palace  soared  on  high 

Through  the  blossoming  trees  to  the  even 
ing  sky. 

The  inlaid  porches  and  casements  shone 

With  gold  and  ivory  and  elephant-bone. 

And  the  black  crowd  laughed  till  their  sides 
were  sore 

At  the  baboon  butler  in  the  agate  door, 

And  the  well-known  tunes  of  the  parrot 
band 

That  trilled  on  the  bushes  of  that  magic  land. 

A  troupe  of  skull-faced  witch-men  came  With  pomposity. 
Through   the    agate   doorway   in   suits   of 
flame, 
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Yea,  long-tailed  coats  with  a  gold-leaf  crust 

And  hats  that  were  covered  with  diamond- 
dust. 

And  the  crowd  in  the  court  gave  a  whoop 
and  a  call 

And  danced  the  juba  from  wall  to  wall. 

But    the    witch-men    suddenly    stilled    the 

throng  With   a    great 

„,.,,  TIT  ,  ,  deliberation  & 

With  a  stern  cold  glare,  and  a  stern  old  ghostliness. 

song  : — 

"  Mumbo-Jumbo  will  hoo-doo  you."  .  .  . 
Just   then   from   the   doorway,    as   fat   as 

shotes,  With  overwhelm- 

~  i  11         •  in3  assurance, 

Lame  the  cake-walk  princes  in  their  long  good  cheer,  and 
red  coats,  P°mP- 

Canes  with  a  brilliant  lacquer  shine, 

And  tall  silk  hats  that  were  red  as  wine. 

And    they    pranced    with    their    butterfly 

partners  there,  With  growing 

Coal-black   maidens    with    pearls    in    their  tharply 

hair  marked 

danct- rhythm 

Knee-skirts  trimmed  with  the  jassamine 
sweet, 

And  bells  on  their  ankles  and  little  black- 
feet. 
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And  the  couples  railed  at  the  chant  and 

the  frown 
Of  the  witch-men  lean,  and  laughed  them 

down. 

(0  rare  was  the  revel,  and  well  worth  while 
That  made  those  glowering  witch-men  smile.) 

The  cake-walk  royalty  then  began 

To  walk  for  a  cake  that  was  tall  as  a  man 

To  the  tune  of  "  Boomlay,  boomlay,  BOOM," 

While  the  witch-men  laughed,  with  a  sinis-^^ « touch  of 

negro  dialect, 
ter  air,  and  as  rapidly 

And    sang   with    the    scalawags 

there  : — 

"  Walk  with  care,  walk  with  care, 
Or  Mumbo-Jumbo,  God  of  the  Congo, 
And  all  of  the  other 
Gods  of  the  Congo, 
Mumbo-Jumbo  will  hoo-doo  you. 
Beware,  beware,  walk  with  care, 
Boomlay,  boomlay,  boomlay,  boom. 
Boomlay,  boomlay,  boomlay,  boom, 
Boomlay,  boomlay,  boomlay,  boom, 
Boomlay,  boomlay,  boomlay, 
BOOM." 
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Oh  rare  was  the  revel,  and  well  worth  while    Slow 
That  made  those  glowering  witch-men  smile,     calm. 


III.    THE  HOPE  OF  THEIR  RELIGION 

A  good  old  negro  in  the  slums  of  the  town  Heavy  bass. 
Preached  at  a  sister  for  her  velvet  gown.        literal 

Howled  at  a  brother  for  his  low-down  ways,  imitation  °f 

v       camp-meeting 

His  prowling,  guzzling,  sneak- thief  days.      racket,  and 

Beat  on  the  Bible  till  he  wore  it  out 

Starting  the  jubilee  revival  shout. 

And  some  had  visions,  as  they  stood  on 

chairs, 

And  sang  of  Jacob,  and  the  golden  stairs, 
And  they  all  repented,  a  thousand  strong 
From  their  stupor  and  savagery  and  sin  and 

wrong 
And  slammed  with  their  hymn  books  till 

they  shook  the  room 
With  "  glory,  glory,  glory," 
And  "  Boom,  boom,  BOOM." 
THEN  I  SAW  THE  CONGO, CREEPING  THROUGH  Exactly  as  in 

the  first  see- 
THE   BLACK  Hon.    Begin 

CUTTING  THROUGH  THE  JUNGLE  WITH  A  ^^  ^er 

GOLDEN   TRACK.  end  with  joy. 
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And  the  gray  sky  opened  like  a  new-rent 

veil 
And  showed  the  Apostles  with  their  coats  of 

mail. 
In    bright   white    steel   they   were    seated 

round 
And  their  fire-eyes  watched  where  the  Congo 

wound. 
And  the  twelve  Apostles,  from  their  thrones 

on  high 
Thrilled  all  the  forest  with  their  heavenly 

cry:— 
c 
'  Mumbo- Jumbo  will  die  in  the  jungle  ;      Sung  to  the  tune 

XT  -n  u  J  of -Hark,  ten 

Never  again  will  he  hoo-doo  you,  thouiand 

Never  again  will  he  hoo-doo  you."  and  voie"'" 


Then  along  that  river,  a  thousand  miles         With  growing 

deliberation 

The  vine-snared  trees  fell  down  in  files.        an(i  joy, 

Pioneer  angels  cleared  the  way 

For  a  Congo  paradise,  for  babes  at  play, 

For  sacred  capitals,  for  temples  clean. 

Gone  were  the  skull-faced  witch-men  lean. 

There,  where  the  wild  ghost-gods  had  wailed  fa  «  rather 

A  million  boats  of  the  angels  sailed  delicately  as 

With  oars  of  silver,  and  prows  of  blue          posnble. 
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And  silken  pennants  that  the  sun  shone 

through. 
'Twas   a   land   transfigured,    'twas   a   new 

creation. 

Oh,  a  singing  wind  swept  the  negro  nation 
And   on   through   the   backwoods   clearing 

flew  : — 
"  Mumbo- Jumbo  is  dead  in  the  iungle.      To  the  tune  of 

JO  i,      TT          1          * 

XT  ••niii  Hark,  ten 

Never  again  will  he  hoo-doo  you.  thousand  harps 

Never  again  will  he  hoo-doo  you.  and  voice8-" 


Redeemed  were  the  forests,  the  beasts  and 

the  men, 

And  only  the  vulture  dared  again 
By  the  far,  lone  mountains  of  the  moon 
To  cry,  in  the  silence,  the  Congo  tune  : — 

"  Mumbo-JuiTlbo  will  hoo-doo  you,  Dying  down  into 

a  penetrating . 
Mumbo-Jumbo  will  hoo-doo  you.  terrified  whisper. 

Mumbo  .  .  .Jumbo  .  .  .  will  .  .  .  hoo-doo 
.  .  .  you." 
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THE  SANTA-FE  TRAIL.     (A  HUMORESQUE) 

I  asked  the  old  Negro,  "  What  is  that  bird  that  sings 
so  well  ?  "  He  answered  :  "  That  is  the  Rachel  -Jane." 
"  Hasn't  it  another  name,  lark,  or  thrush,  or  the  like  ?" 
"  No.  Jus'  Rachel-Jane." 

I.     IN  WHICH  A  RACING  AUTO  COMES  FROM  THE  EAST 


This  is  the  order  of  the  music  of  the  morn-  T°  be 

delicately  to  an 
mg  :  —  improvised  tunt 

First,  from  the  far  East  comes  but  a  croon 

ing. 

The  crooning  turns  to  a  sunrise  singing. 
Hark  to  the  caZw-horn,  balm-horn,  psalm- 

horn. 
Hark  to  the  faint-horn,  quaint-horn,  saint- 

horn.  .  .  . 

Hark  to  the  pace-horn,  c^ase-horn,  race-horn.  T°  be  >unff  or 

read  with 

And  the  holy  veil  of  the  dawn  has  gone.         gr»at  speed. 

Swiftly  the  brazen  car  comes  on. 

It  burns  in  the  East  as  the  sunrise  burns. 

I  see  great  flashes  where  the  far  trail  turns. 
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Its  eyes  are  lamps  like  the  eyes  of  dragons. 
It  drinks  gasoline  from  big  red  flagons. 
Butting  through  the  delicate  mists  of  the 

morning, 

It  comes  like  lightning,  goes  past  roaring. 
It   will   hail   all   the   wind-mills,   taunting, 

ringing, 

Dodge  the  cyclones, 
Count  the  milestones, 

On  through  the  ranges  the  prairie-dog  tills  — 
Scooting  past  the  cattle  on  the  thousand 

hills.  .  .  . 
Ho  for  the  tear-horn,  scare-horn,  dare-horn,   To  *«  read  or 

TT     r       it.  i.  -L      i   i  11  sun9  in  a  r°H- 

Mo  tor  the  gay  -horn,  bark-horn,  bay  -horn.     ing  bats,  with 
Ho  for  Kansas,  land  that  restores  us  '°me    deliber- 

ation. 

When  houses  choke  us,  and  great  books  bore  us  ! 
Sunrise  Kansas,  harvester's  Kansas, 
A  million  men  have  found  you  before  us. 


II.      IN  WHICH  MANY  AUTOS  PASS  WESTWARD 


I  want  live  things  in  their  pride  to  remain.  ^"  «" 

T      -n        4.  i  -11  u  •  deliberate, 

I  will  not  kill  one  grasshopper  vain  narrative 

Though  he  eats  a  hole  in  my  shirt  like  a  mannfr- 
door. 
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I  let  him  out,  give  him  one  chance  more. 
Perhaps,  while  he  gnaws  my  hat  in  his  whim, 
Grasshopper  lyrics  occur  to  him. 

I  am  a  tramp  by  the  long  trail's  border, 
Given  to  squalor,  rags  and  disorder. 
I  nap  and  amble  and  yawn  and  look, 
Write  fool- thoughts  in  my  grubby  book, 
Recite  to  the  children,  explore  at  my  ease, 
Work  when  I  work,  beg  when  I  please, 
Give  crank-drawings,  that  make  folks  stare 
To  the  half -grown  boys  in  the  sunset  glare, 
And  get  me  a  place  to  sleep  in  the  hay 
At  the  end  of  a  live-and-let-live  day. 

I  find  in  the  stubble  of  the  new-cut  weeds 
A  whisper  and  a  feasting,  all  one  needs  : 
The  whisper  of  the  strawberries,  white  and  red 
Here  where  the  new-cut  weeds  lie  dead. 

But  I  would  not  walk  all  alone  till  I  die 
Without  some  life -drunk  horns  going  by. 
Up  round  this  apple -earth  they  come 
Blasting    the    whispers    of    the    morning 
dumb  : — 
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Cars  in  a  plain  realistic  row. 
And  fair  dreams  fade 
When  the  raw  horns  blow. 

On  each  snapping  pennant 

A  big  black  name  : — 

The  careering  city 

Whence  each  car  came. 

They  tour  from  Memphis,  Atlanta,  Savannah,  Likt  a  train- 

Tallahassee  and  Texarkana.  Union  Depot. 

They    tour    from    St.    Louis,    Columbus, 

Manistee, 
They  tour  from  Peoria,  Davenport,  Kan- 

kakee. 

Cars  from  Concord,  Niagara,  Boston, 
Cars  from  Topeka,  Emporia,  and  Austin. 
Cars  from  Chicago,  Hannibal,  Cairo. 
Cars  from  Alton,  Oswego,  Toledo. 
Cars  from  Buffalo,  Kokomo,  Delphi, 
Cars  from  Lodi,  Carmi,  Loami. 
Ho  for  Kansas,  land  that  restores  us 
When  houses  choke  us,  and  great  books  bore 

us  ! 

While  I  watch  the  highroad 
And  look  at  the  sky, 
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While     I    watch    the    clouds     in     amazing 

grandeur 

Roll  their  legions  without  rain 
Over  the  blistering  Kansas  plain  — 
While  I  sit  by  the  milestone 
And  watch  the  sky, 
The  United  StateB 
Goes  by. 


Listen  to  the  iron  -horns,  ripping,  racking.     T°  &*  g 

very  harthly, 
Listen  to  the  quack-horns,  slack  and  clack-  Wnh  a 

j  snapping 

explosivenets. 

Way  down  the  road,  trilling  like  a  toad, 
Here  comes  the  dice-horn,  here  comes  the 

vice-horn, 
Here  comes  the  snarl-horn,  brawl-horn,  lewd- 

horn, 
Followed    by    the   prude-horn,    bleak    and 

squeaking  :  — 
(Some  of  them  from  Kansas,  some  of  them 

from  Kansas.) 
Here  comes  the  hod-horn,  plod-horn,  sod- 

horn, 
Nevermore-to-roaw-horn,  loam-horn,  home- 

horn. 
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(Some  of  them  from  Kansas,  some  of  them 
from  Kansas.) 

Far  away  the  Rachel- Jane  To  b«  read  or 

sung,  loell-nigh 

Not  defeated  by  the  horns  in  a  whisper. 

Sings  amid  a  hedge  of  thorns  : — 
"  Love  and  life, 
Eternal  youth — 
Sweet,  sweet,  sweet,  sweet, 
Dew  and  glory, 
Love  and  truth, 
Sweet,  sweet,  sweet,  sweet." 
WHILE   SMOKE-BLACK  FREIGHTS  ON   THE  Louder  and 

louder,  faster 
DOUBLE-TRACKED   RAILROAD,  and  faster. 

DRIVEN  AS  THOUGH  BY  THE  FOUL-FIEND'S 
OX-GOAD, 

SCREAMING  TO  THE  WEST  COAST,  SCREAM 
ING  TO  THE  EAST, 

CARRY    OFF    A   HARVEST,    BRING    BACK    A 

FEAST, 

HARVESTING  MACHINERY  AND  HARNESS  FOR 

THE  BEAST. 
THE  HAND-CARS  WHIZ,  AND  RATTLE  ON  THE 

RAILS, 

THE       SUNLIGHT       FLASHES       ON       THE       TIN 
DINNER-PAILS. 
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To  be  sung  or 
read,  well-nigh 
in  a  whisper. 


And  then,  in  an  instant,  In  a  rolling 

bass,  with 

Ye  modern  men,  increasing 

Behold  the  procession  once  again, 
Listen  to  the  iron-horns,  ripping,  racking,  W'ltn  a 
Listen  to  the  wise-horn,  desperate-to-odw'se 

horn, 

Listen    to    the  fast-horn,    kill-horn,    blast- 
horn.  .  .  . 

Far  away  the  Rachel-Jane 

Not  defeated  by  the  horns 

Sings  amid  a  hedge  of  thorns  :— 

"  Love  and  life, 

Eternal  youth, 

Sweet,  sweet,  sweet,  sweet, 

Dew  and  glory, 

Love  and  truth. 

Sweet,  sweet,  sweet,  sweet." 
The  mufflers  open  on  a  score  of  cars 
With  wonderful  thunder, 
CRACK,  CRACK,  CRACK, 
CRACK-CRACK,  CRACK-CRACK, 
CRACK-CRACK-CRACK,  .  .  . 
Listen  to  the  gold-horn  .  .  . 
Old-horn  .  .  . 
Cold-horn  . 


To  be  brawled  in 
the  beginning 
with  a  snapping 
explosiveness, 
ending  in   a  lan 
guorous  chant. 
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And  of  all  the  tunes,  till  the  night  comes 

down 
On  hay-stack,  and  ant-hill,  and  wind-bitten 

town. 
Then  far  in  the  west,  as  in  the  beginning,  T°  be  sung  to 

-i-. .  .  exactly  the 

Dim  m  the  distance,  sweet  in  retreating,     samewhisp'rd 

Hark  to  the  faint-horn,  quaint-horn,  saint-  J*"f  %s  tj!e 

first  jive  lines. 

horn, 

Hark  to  the  calm-horn,  balm-horn,  psalm- 
horn. 


They  are  hunting  the  goals  that  they  under-  This  section  be- 

ginning  sonor- 
Stand  :  ously,  ending 

San-Francisco  and  the  brown  sea-sand. 
My  goal  is  the  mystery  the  beggars  win. 
I  am  caught  in  the  web  the  night-winds 

spin. 

The  edge  of  the  wheat-ridge  speaks  to  me. 
I  talk  with  the  leaves  of  the  mulberry  tree. 
And  now  I  hear,  as  I  sit  all  alone 
In  the  dusk,  by  another  big  Santa-Fe  stone, 
The  souls  of  the  tall  corn  gathering  round 
And  the  gay  little  souls  of  the  grass  in  the 

ground. 
Listen  to  the  tale  the  cotton- wood  tells. 
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Listen  to  the  wind-mills,  singing  o'er  the 

wells. 

Listen  to  the  whistling  flutes  without  price 
Of  myriad  prophets  out  of  paradise. 
Harken  to  the  wonder 
That  the  night-air  carries.  .  .  . 
Listen  ...  to  ...  the  .  .  .  whisper  .  .  . 
Of  ...  the  .  .  .  prairie  .  .  .  fairies 

Singing  o'er  the  fairy  plain  :— 

"  Sweet,  sweet,  sweet,  sweet.  T°  the< game 

whispered  tune  as 

Love  and  glory,  the  Rachel  Jane 

Stars  and  rain, 

Sweet,   sweet,   sweet,   sweet.  .. 
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I  HEARD  IMMANUEL  SINGING 

(This  poem  shows  the  Master,  with  his  work  done, 
singing  to  free  his  heart  in  Heaven.) 

This  poem  is  intended  to  be  half  said,  half  sung,  very 
softly,  to  the  well-known  tune : — 

"  Last  night  I  lay  a-sleeping, 
There  came  a  dream  so  fair, 
I  stood  in  Old  Jerusalem 
Beside  the  temple  there, — "  etc. 

Yet  this  tune  is  not  to  be  fitted  on,  arbitrarily.  It  is 
here  given  to  suggest  the  manner  of  handling  rather 
than  determine  it. 

I  heard  Immanuel  singing  To  be  Iun3- 

Within  his  own  good  lands, 

I  saw  him  bend  above  his  harp. 

I  watched  his  wandering  hands 

Lost  amid  the  harp-strings  ; 

Sweet,  sweet  I  heard  him  play. 

His  wounds  were  altogether  healed. 

Old  things  had  passed  away. 
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All  things  were  new,  but  music. 
The  blood  of  David  ran 
Within  the  son  of  David, 
Our  God,  the  Son  of  Man. 
He  was  ruddy  like  a  shepherd. 
His  bold  young  face,  how  fair. 
Apollo  of  the  silver  bow 
Had  not  such  flowing  hair. 


I  saw  Immanuel  singing  To  be  read  v.ry 

f\  .,,,,.„  softly,  but  in 

Un  a  tree -girdled  hill.  spirited  response 

The  glad  remembering  branches 
Dimly  echoed  still 
The  grand  new  song  proclaiming 
The  Lamb  that  had  been  slain. 
New-built,  the  Holy  City 
Gleamed  in  the  murmuring  plain. 


The  crowning  hours  were  over. 
The  pageants  all  were  past. 
Within  the  many  mansions 
The  hosts,  grown  still  at  last, 
In  homes  of  holy  mystery 
Slept  long  by  crooning  springs 
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Or  waked  to  peaceful  glory, 
A  universe  of  Kings. 

He  left  his  people  happy.  To  be  sung 

He  wandered  free  to  sigh 

Alone  in  lowly  friendship 

With  the  green  grass  and  the  sky. 

He  murmured  ancient  music 

His  red  heart  burned  to  sing 

Because  his  perfect  conquest 

Had  grown  a  weary  thing. 

No  chant  of  gilded  triumph — 
His  lonely  song  was  made 
Of  Art's  deliberate  freedom  ; 
Of  minor  chords  arrayed 
In  soft  and  shadowy  colors 
That  once  were  radiant  flowers  : — 
The  Rose  of  Sharon,  bleeding 
In  Olive-shadowed  bowers  : — 

And  all  the  other  roses 
In  the  songs  of  East  and  West 
Of  love  and  war  and  worshipping, 
And  every  shield  and  crent 
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Of  thistle  or  of  lotus 

Or  sacred  lily  wrought 

In  creeds  and  psalms  and  palaces 

And  temples  of  white  thought  : — 

All  these  he  sang,  half-smiling  To  be  r«ad  very 

.  softly,  but  in 

And  weeping  as  he  smiled,  spirited  retponse 

Laughing,  talking  to  his  harp 

As  to  a  new-born  child  : — 

As  though  the  arts  forgotten 

But  bloomed  to  prophecy 

These  careless,  fearless  harp -strings, 

New-crying  in  the  sky. 

"  When  this  his  hour  of  sorrow  To  be 

For  flowers  and  Arts  of  men 

Has  passed  in  ghostly  music," 

I  asked  my  wild  heart  then — 

What  will  he  sing  to-morrow, 

What  wonder,  all  his  own 

Alone,  set  free,  rejoicing, 

With  a  green  hill  for  his  throne  ? 

What  will  he  sing  to-morrow 

What  wonder  all  his  own 

Alone,  set  free,  rejoicing, 

With  a  green  hill  for  his  throne  ? 
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THE  NORTH  STAR  WHISPERS  TO  THE 
BLACKSMITH'S  SON 

The  North  Star  whispers  :  "  You  are  one 
Of  those  whose  course  no  chance  can  change. 
You  blunder,  but  are  not  undone, 
Your  spirit-task  is  fixed  and  strange. 

"  When  here  you  walk,  a  bloodless  shade, 
A  singer  all  men  else  forget. 
Your  chants  of  hammer,  forge  and  spade 
Will  move  the  prairie -village  yet. 

"  That  young,  stiff-necked,  reviling  town 
Beholds  your  fancies  on  her  walls, 
And  paints  them  out  or  tears  them  down, 
Or  bars  them  from  her  f easting-halls. 

"  Yet  shall  the  fragments  still  remain  ; 
Yet  shall  remain  some  watch-tower  strong 
That  ivy -vines  will  not  disdain, 
Haunted  and  trembling  with  your  song. 
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"  Your  flambeau  in  the  dusk  shall  burn, 
Flame   high   in   storms,   flame   white   and 

clear  ; 

Your  ghost  in  gleaming  robes  return 
And  burn  a  deathless  incense  here." 
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FACTORY  WINDOWS  ARE  ALWAYS  BROKEN 

Factory  windows  are  always  broken. 
Somebody's  always  throwing  bricks, 
Somebody's  always  heaving  cinders, 
Playing  ugly  Yahoo  tricks. 

Factory  windows  are  always  broken. 
Other  windows  are  let  alone. 
No  one  throws  through  the  chapel-window 
The  bitter,  snarling,  derisive  stone. 

Factory  windows  are  always  broken. 
Something  or  other  is  going  wrong. 
Something  is  rotten — I  think,  in  Denmark. 
End  of  the  factory-window  song. 
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ABRAHAM  LINCOLN  WALKS  AT  MIDNIGHT 

(In  Springfield,  Illinois) 

It  is  portentous,  and  a  thing  of  state 
That  here  at  midnight,  in  our  little  town 
A  mourning  figure  walks,  and  will  not  rest, 
Near  the  old  court-house  pacing  up  and 
down.  m 

Or  by  his  homestead,  or  in  shadowed  yards 
He  lingers  where  his  children  used  to  play, 
Or  through  the  market,  on  the  well-worn 

stones 
He  stalks  until  the  dawn -stars  burn  away. 

A  bronzed,  lank  man  !     His  suit  of  ancient 

black, 
A   famous   high   top-hat   and   plain    worn 

shawl 
Make  him  the  quaint  great  figure  that  men 

love, 
The  prairie-lawyer,  master  of  us  all. 
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He  cannot  sleep  upon  his  hillside  now. 
He  is  among  us  : — as  in  times  before  ! 
And  we  who  toss  and  lie  awake  for  long 
Breathe  deep,  and  start,  to  see  him  pass  the 
door. 

His  head  is  bowed.     He  thinks  on  men  and 

kings. 
Yea,  when  the  sick  world  cries,  how  can  he 

sleep  ? 

Too  many  peasants  fight,  they  know  not  why, 
Too  many  homesteads  hi  black  terror  weep. 

The  sins  of  all  the  war-lords  burn  his  heart. 
He    sees    the    dreadnaughts    scouring    every 

main. 
He  carries  on  his  shawl-wrapped  shoulders 

now 
The  bitterness,  the  folly  and  the  pain. 

He  cannot  rest  until  a  spirit-dawn 
Shall  come  ; — the  shining  hope  of  Europe 
free  ; 
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The   league    of    sober   folk,    the   Workers' 

Earth, 
Bringing  long  peace  to  Cornland,  Alp  and 

Sea. 


It  breaks  his  heart  that  kings  must  murder 

still, 

That  all  his  hours  of  travail  here  for  men 
Seem  yet  in  vain.  And  who  will  bring  white 

peace 
That  he  may  sleep  upon  his  hill  again  ? 
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OUR  MOTHER  POCAHONTAS 

(NoTE  : — Pocahontas  is  buried  at  Gravesend,  England.) 

"  Pocahontas'  body,  lovely  as  a  poplar,  sweet  as  a 
red  haw  in  November  or  a  pawpaw  in  May — did  she 
wonder  ?  does  she  remember — in  the  dust — in  the  cool 

tombs  ?  " 

CARL  SANDBURG. 


Powhatan  was  conqueror, 

Powhatan  was  emperor. 

He  was  akin  to  wolf  and  bee, 

Brother  of  the  hickory  tree. 

Son  of  the  red  lightning  stroke 

And  the  lightning-shivered  oak. 

His  panther-grace  bloomed  in  the  maid 

Who  laughed  among  the  winds  and  played 

In  excellence  of  savage  pride, 

Wooing  the  forest,  open-eyed, 

In  the  springtime, 

In  Virginia, 

Our  Mother,  Pocahontas. 
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Her  skin  was  rosy  copper-red. 

And  high  she  held  her  beauteous  head. 

Her  step  was  like  a  rustling  leaf  : 

Her  heart  a  nest,  untouched  of  grief. 

She  dreamed  of  sons  like  Powhatan, 

And  through  her  blood  the  lightning  ran. 

Love-cries  with  the  birds  she  sung, 

Birdlike 

In  the  grape-vine  swung. 

The  Forest,  arching  low  and  wide 

Gloried  in  its  Indian  bride. 

Rolfe,  that  dim  adventurer 

Had  not  come  a  courtier. 

John  Rolfe  is  not  our  ancestor. 

We  rise  from  out  the  soul  of  her 

Held  in  native  wonderland, 

While  the  sun's  rays  kissed  her  hand, 

In  the  springtime, 

In  Virginia, 

Our  Mother,  Pocahontas. 

II 

She  heard  the  forest  talking, 

Across  the  sea  came  walking, 

And  traced  the  paths  of  Daniel  Boone, 
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Then  westward  chased  the  painted  moon. 

She  passed  with  wild  young  feet 

On  to  Kansas  wheat, 

On  to  the  miners'  west, 

The  echoing  canons'  guest, 

Then  the  Pacific  sand, 

Waking, 

Thrilling, 

The  midnight  land.  .  .  . 

On  Adams  street  and  Jefferson — 
Flames  coming  up  from  the  ground  ! 
On  Jackson  street  and  Washington — 
Flames  coming  up  from  the  ground  ! 
And  why,  until  the  dawning  sun 
Are  flames  coming  up  from  the  ground  ? 
Because,  through  drowsy  Springfield  sped 
This  red-skin  queen,  with  feathered  head, 
With  winds  and  stars,  that  pay  her  -ourt 
And  leaping  beasts,  that  make  her  sport  ; 
Because,  gray  Europe's  rags  august 
She  tramples  in  the  dust ; 
Because  we  are  her  fields  of  corn  ; 
Because  our  fires  are  all  reborn 
From  her  bosom's  deathless  embers, 
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Flaming 

As  she  remembers 

The  springtime 

And  Virginia, 

Our  Mother,  Pocahontas. 


Ill 

We  here  renounce  our  Saxon  blood. 
To-morrow's  hopes,  an  April  flood 
Come  roaring  in.     The  newest  race 
Is  born  of  her  resilient  grace. 
We  here  renounce  our  Teuton  pride  : 
Our  Norse  and  Slavic  boasts  have  died 
Italian  dreams  are  swept  away, 
And  Celtic  feuds  are  lost  to-day.  .  .  . 

She  sings  of  lilacs,  maples,  wheat, 

Her  own  soil  sings  beneath  her  feet, 

Of  springtime 

And  Virginia, 

Our  Mother,  Pocahontas. 
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NIAGARA 


Within  the  town  of  Buffalo 
Are  prosy  men  with  leaden  eyes. 
Like  ants  they  worry  to  and  fro, 
(Important  men,  in  Buffalo.) 
But  only  twenty  miles  away 
A  deathless  glory  is  at  play  : 
Niagara,  Niagara. 

The  women  buy  their  lace  and  cry  : — 

"  0  such  a  delicate  design," 

And  over  ostrich  feathers  sigh, 

By  counters  there,  in  Buffalo. 

The  children  haunt  the  trinket  shops, 

They  buy  false-faces,  bells,  and  tops, 

Forgetting  great  Niagara. 

Within  the  town  of  Buffalo 

Are  stores  with  garnets,  sapphires,  pearls, 

Rubies,  emeralds  aglow, — 
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Opal  chains  in  Buffalo, 
Cherished  symbols  of  success. 
They  value  not  your  rainbow  dress  :— 
Niagara,  Niagara. 

The  shaggy  meaning  of  her  name 
This  Buffalo,  this  recreant  town, 
Sharps  and  lawyers  prune  and  tame  : 
Few  pioneers  in  Buffalo  ; 
Except  young  lovers  flushed  and  fleet 
And  winds  hallooing  down  the  street : 
"  Niagara,  Niagara." 

The  journalists  are  sick  of  ink  : 

Boy  prodigals  are  lost  in  wine, 

By  night  where  white  and  red  lights  blink, 

The  eyes  of  Death,  in  Buffalo. 

And  only  twenty  miles  away 

Are  starlit  rocks  and  healing  spray  :— 

Niagara,  Niagara. 

Above  the  town  a  tiny  bird, 
A  shining  speck  at  sleepy  dawn, 
Forgets  the  ant-hill  so  absurd, 
This  self-important  Buffalo. 
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Descending  twenty  miles  away 
He  bathes  his  wings  at  break  of  day- 
Niagara,  Niagara. 

II 

What  marching  men  of  Buffalo 
Flood  the  streets  in  rash  crusade  ? 
Fools-to-free-the-world,  they  go, 
Primeval  hearts  from  Buffalo. 
Red  cataracts  of  France  to-day 
Awake,  three  thousand  miles  away 
An  echo  of  Niagara, 
The  cataract  Niagara. 
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THE  DRUNKARD'S  FUNERAL 

"  Yes,"  said  the  sister  with  the  little  pinched  face, 

The  busy  little  sister  with  the  funny  little  tract : — 

"  This  is  the  climax,  the  grand  fifth  act. 

There  rides  the  proud,  at  the  finish  of  his  race. 

There  goes  the  hearse,  the  mourners  cry, 

The  respectable  hearse  goes  slowly  by. 

The  wife  of  the  dead  has  money  in  her  purse, 

The  children  are  in  health,  so  it  might  have  been  worse. 

That  fellow  hi  the  coffin  led  a  life  most  foul. 

A  fierce  defender  of  the  red  bar-tender, 

At  the  church  he  would  rail, 

At  the  preacher  he  would  howl. 

He  planted  every  deviltry  to  see  it  grow. 

He  wasted  half  his  income  on  the  lewd  and  the  low. 

He  would  trade  engender  for  the  red  bar-tender, 

He  would  homage  render  to  the  red  bar-tender, 

And  in  ultimate  surrender  to  the  red  bar-tender, 

He  died  of  the  tremens,  as  crazy  as  a  loon, 

And  his  friends  were  glad,  when  the  end  came  soon. 
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There  goes  the  hearse,  the  mourners  cry, 

The  respectable  hearse  goes  slowly  by. 

And  now,  good  friends,  since  you  see  how  it  ends, 

Let  each  nation-mender  flay  the  red  bar-tender, — 

Abhor 

The  transgression 

Of  the  red  bar-tender, — 

Ruin 

The  profession 

Of  the  red  bar-tender  : 

Force  him  into  business  where  his  work  does  good. 

Let  him  learn  how  to  plough,  let  him  learn  to  chop 

wood, 
Let  him  learn  how  to  plough,  let  him  learn  to  chop 

wood. 

"  The  moral, 

The  conclusion, 

The  verdict  now  you  know  : — 

'  The  saloon  must  go, 

The  saloon  must  go, 

The  saloon, 

The  saloon, 

The  saloon, 

Must  go.'  " 
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"  You  are  right,  little  sister,"  I  said  to  myself, 

"  You  are  right,  good  sister,"  I  said. 

"  Though  you  wear  a  mussy  bonnet 

On  your  little  gray  head, 

You  are  right,  little  sister,"  I  said. 
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THE  GHOSTS  OF  THE  BUFFALOES 

Would  I  might  rouse  the  Lincoln  in  you  all, 
That  which  is  gendered  in  the  wilderness 
From  lonely  prairies  and  God's  tenderness. 
Imperial  soul,  star  of  a  weedy  stream, 
Born  where  the  ghosts  of  buffaloes  still  dream, 
Whose  spirit  hoof -beats  storm  above  his  grave, 
Above  that  breast  of  earth  and  prairie -fire — 
Fire  that  freed  the  slave. 


Last  night  at  black  midnight  I  woke  with  a  cry, 

The  windows  were  shaking,  there  was  thunder  on  high, 

The  floor  was  a-tremble,  the  door  was  a-jar, 

White  fires,  crimson  fires,  shone  from  afar. 

I  rushed  to  the  door  yard.     The  city  was  gone. 

My  home  was  a  hut  without  orchard  or  lawn. 

It  was  mud-smear  and  logs  near  a  whispering  stream, 

Nothing  else  built  by  man  could  I  see  in  my  dream  .  .  . 

Then  .  .  . 

Ghost-kings  came  headlong,  row  upon  row, 

Gods  of  the  Indians,  torches  aglow. 
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They  mounted  the  bear  and  the  elk  and  the  deer, 

And  eagles  gigantic,  aged  and  sere, 

They  rode  long-horn  cattle,  they  cried  "  A-la-la." 

They  lifted  the  knife,  the  bow,  and  the  spear, 

They  lifted  ghost-torches  from  dead  fires  below, 

The  midnight  made  grand  with  the  cry  "  A-la-la." 

The  midnight  made  grand  with  a  red-god  charge, 

A  red-god  show, 

A  red-god  show, 

"A-la-la,  a-la-la,  a-la-la,  a-la-la." 

With  bodies  like  bronze,  and  terrible  eyes 

Came  the  rank  and  the  file,  with  catamount  cries, 

Gibbering,  yipping,  with  hollow-skull  clacks, 

Riding  white  bronchos  with  skeleton  backs, 

Scalp-hunters,  beaded  and  spangled  and  bad, 

Naked  and  lustful  and  foaming  and  mad, 

Flashing  primeval  demoniac  scorn, 

Blood-thirst  and  pomp  amid  darkness  reborn, 

Power  and  glory  that  sleep  in  the  grass 

While  the  winds  and  the  snows  and  the  great  rains  pass. 

They  crossed  the  gray  river,  thousands  abreast, 

They  rode  in  infinite  lines  to  the  west, 
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Tide  upon  tide  of  strange  fury  and  foam, 

Spirits  and  wraiths,  the  blue  was  their  home, 

The  sky  was  their  goal  where  the  star-flags  are  furled. 

And  on  past  those  far  golden  splendors  they  whirled. 

They  burned  to  dim  meteors,  lost  in  the  deep. 

And  I  turned  in  dazed  wonder,  thinking  of  sleep. 

And  the  wind  crept  by 

Alone,  unkempt,  unsatisfied, 

The  wind  cried  and  cried — 

Muttered  of  massacres  long  past, 

Buffaloes  in  shambles  vast  .  .  . 

An  owl  said  :  "  Hark,  what  is  a- wing  ?  " 

I  heard  a  cricket  carolling, 

I  heard  a  cricket  carolling, 

I  heard  a  cricket  carolling. 

Then  ,  .  . 

Snuffing  the  lightning  that  crashed  from  on  high 

Rose  royal  old  buffaloes,  row  upon  row. 

The  lords  of  the  prairie  came  galloping  by. 

And  I  cried  in  my  heart  "  A-la-la,  a-la-la, 

A  red-god  show, 

A  red-god  show, 

A'la-la,  a-la-la,  a-la-la,  a-la-la," 
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Buffaloes,  buffaloes,  thousands  abreast, 

A  scourge  and  amazement,  they  swept  to  the  west. 

With  black  bobbing  noses,  with  red  rolling  tongues, 

Coughing  forth  steam  from  their  leather-wrapped  lungs, 

Cows  with  their  calves,  bulls  big  and  vain, 

Goring  the  laggards,  shaking  the  mane, 

Stamping  flint  feet,  flashing  moon  eyes, 

Pompous  and  owlish,  shaggy  and  wise. 

Like  sea-cliffs  and  caves  resounded  their  ranks 

With  shoulders  like  waves,  and  undulant  flanks. 

Tide  upon  tide  of  strange  fury  and  foam, 

Spirits  and  wraiths,  the  blue  was  their  home, 

The  sky  was  their  goal  where  the  star-flags  are  furled, 

And  on  past  those  far  golden  splendors  they  whirled. 

They  burned  to  dim  meteors,  lost  in  the  deep, 

And  I  turned  in  dazed  wonder,  thinking  of  sleep. 

I  heard  a  cricket's  cymbals  play, 
A  scarecrow  lightly  flapped  his  rags, 
And  a  pan  that  hung  by  his  shoulder  rang, 
Rattled  and  thumped  hi  a  listless  way, 
And  now  the  wind  in  the  chimney  sang, 
The  wind  in  the  chimney, 
The  wind  in  the  chimney, 
The  wind  in  the  chimney, 
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Seemed  to  say  : — 

"  Dream,  boy,  dream, 

If  you  anywise  can. 

To  dream  is  the  work 

Of  beast  or  man. 

Life  is  the  west-going  dream-storm's  breath, 

Life  is  a  dream,  the  sigh  of  the  skies, 

The  breath  of  the  stars,  that  nod  on  their  pillows 

With  their  golden  hair  mussed  over  their  eyes." 

The  locust  played  on  his  musical  wing, 

Sang  to  his  mate  of  love's  delight. 

I  heard  the  whippoorwill's  soft  fret. 

I  heard  a  cricket  carolling, 

I  heard  a  cricket  carolling, 

I  heard  a  cricket  say  :    "  Good-night,  good-night, 

Good-night,  good-night,  .  .  .  good -night." 
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JOHN  BROWN 

(To  be  sung  by  a  leader  and  chorus,  the  leader  singing  the 
body  of  the  poem,  while  the  chorus  interrupts  with  the 
question.) 

I've  been  to  Palestine. 

What  did  you  see  'in  Palestine  ? 
I  saw  the  ark  of  Noah — 
It  was  made  of  pitch  and  pine. 
I  saw  old  Father  Noah 
Asleep  beneath  his  vine. 
I  saw  Shem,  Ham  and  Japhet 
Standing  in  a  line. 
I  saw  the  tower  of  Babel 
In  the  gorgeous  sunrise  shine — 
By  a  weeping  willow  tree 
Beside  the  Dead  Sea. 

I've  been  to  Palestine. 

What  did  you  see  in  Palestine  ? 
I  saw  abominations 
And  Gadarene  swine. 
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I  saw  the  sinful  Canaanites 
Upon  the  shewbread  dine, 
And  spoil  the  temple  vessels 
And  drink  the  temple  wine. 
I  saw  Lot's  wife,  a  pillar  of  salt 
Standing  in  the  brine — 
By  a  weeping  willow  tree 
Beside  the  Dead  Sea. 

I've  been  to  Palestine. 

What  did  you  see  in  Palestine  ? 
Cedars  on  Mount  Lebanon, 
Gold  in  Ophir's  mine, 
And  a  wicked  generation 
Seeking  for  a  sign 
And  Baal's  howling  worshippers 
Their  god  with  leaves  entwine. 
And  .  .  . 

I  saw  the  war-horse  ramping 
And  shake  his  forelock  fine — 
By  a  weeping  willow  tree 
Beside  the  Dead  Sea. 

I've  been  to  Palestine. 

What  did  you  see  in  Palestine  ? 
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Old  John  Brown. 

Old  John  Brown. 

I  saw  his  gracious  wife 

Dressed  in  a  homespun  gown. 

I  saw  his  seven  sons 

Before  his  feet  bow  down. 

And  he  marched  with  his  seven  sons, 

His  wagons  and  goods  and  guns, 

To  his  campfire  by  the  sea, 

By  the  waves  of  Galilee. 

I've  been  to  Palestine. 

What  did  you  see  in  Palestine  ? 
I  saw  the  harp  and  psalt'ry 
Played  for  Old  John  Brown. 
I  heard  the  ram's  horn  blow, 
Blow  for  Old  John  Brown. 
I  saw  the  Bulls  of  Bashan — 
They  cheered  for  Old  John  Brown. 
I  saw  the  big  Behemoth — 
He  cheered  for  Old  John  Brown. 
I  saw  the  big  Leviathan — 
He  cheered  for  Old  John  Brown. 
I  saw  the  Angel  Gabriel 
Great  power  to  him  assign. 
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I  saw  him  fight  the  Canaanites 
And  set  God's  Israel  free. 
I  saw  him  when  the  war  was  done 
In  his  rustic  chair  recline — 
By  his  camp-fire  by  the  sea, 
By  the  waves  of  Galilee. 

I've  been  to  Palestine. 

What  did  you  see  in  Palestine,  ? 
Old  John  Brown. 
Old  John  Brown. 
And  there  he  sits 
To  judge  the  world. 
His  hunting-dogs 
At  his  feet  are  curled. 
His  eyes  half -closed, 
But  John  Brown  sees 
The  ends  of  the  earth, 
The  Day  of  Doom. 
And  his  shot-gun  lies 
Across  his  knees — 
Old  John  Brown, 
Old  John  Brown. 


HOW   SAMSON   BORE   AWAY   THE   GATES   OF 

GAZA 

(.4  Negro  Sermon.) 

Once,  in  a  night  as  black  as  ink, 

She  drove  him  out  when  he  would  not  drink. 

Round  the  house  there  were  men  in  wait 

Asleep  in  rows  by  the  Gaza  gate. 

But  the  Holy  Spirit  was  in  this  man. 

Like  a  gentle  wind  he  crept  and  ran. 

("  It  is  midnight,"  said  the  big  town  clock.) 

He  lifted  the  gates  up,  post  and  lock. 
The  hole  in  the  wall  was  high  and  wide 
When  he  bore  away  old  Gaza'a  pride 
Into  the  deep  of  the  night : — 
The  bold  Jack  Johnson  Israelite, — 
Samson — 
The  Judge, 
The  Nazarite. 

The  air  was  black,  like  the  smoke  of  a  dragon. 
Samson's  heart  was  as  big  as  a  wagon. 
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He  sang  like  a  shining  golden  fountain. 

He  sweated  up  to  the  top  of  the  mountain. 

He  threw  down  the  gates  with  a  noise  like  judgment. 

And  the  quails  all  ran  with  the  big  arousement. 

But  he  wept — "  I  must  not  love  tough  queens, 

And  spend  on  them  my  hard  earned  means. 

I  told  that  girl  I  would  drink  no  more. 

Therefore  she  drove  me  from  her  door. 

Oh  sorrow  ! 

Sorrow  ! 

I  cannot  hide. 

Oh  Lord  look  down  from  your  chariot  side. 

You  make  me  Judge,  and  I  am  not  wise. 

I  am  weak  as  a  sheep  for  all  my  size." 

Let  Samson 
Be  coming 
Into  your  mind. 

The  moon  shone  out,  the  stars  were  gay. 
He  saw  the  foxes  run  and  play. 
He  rent  his  garments,  he  rolled  around 
In  deep  repentance  on  the  ground. 
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Then  he  felt  a  honey  in  his  soul. 
Grace  abounding  made  him  whole. 
Then  he  saw  the  Lord  in  a  chariot  blue. 
The  gorgeous  stallions  whinnied  and  flew. 
The  iron  wheels  hummed  an  old  hymn-tune 
And  crunched  in  thunder  over  the  moon. 
And  Samson  shouted  to  the  sky  : 
"  My  Lord,  my  Lord  is  riding  high." 

Like  a  steed,  he  pawed  the  gates  with  his  hoof. 

He  rattled  the  gates  like  rocks  on  the  roof, 

And  danced  in  the  night 

On  the  mountain-top, 

Danced  in  the  deep  of  the  night : 

The  Judge,  the  holy  Nazarite, 

Whom  ropes  and  chains  could  never  bind. 

Lei  Samson 
Be  coming 
Into  your  mind. 

Whirling  his  arms,  like  a  top  he  sped. 
His  long  black  hair  flew  round  his  head 
Like  an  outstretched  net  of  silky  cord, 
Like  a  wheel  of  the  chariot  of  the  Lord. 
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Let  Samson 
Be  coming 
Into  your  mind. 


Samson  saw  the  sun  anew. 

He  left  the  gates  in  the  grass  and  dew. 

He  went  to  a  county-seat  a-nigh. 

Found  a  harlot  proud  and  high  : 

Philistine  that  no  man  could  tame — 

Delilah  was  her  lady-name. 

Oh  sorrow, 

Sorrow, 

She  was  too  wise. 

She  cut  off  his  hair, 

She  put  out  his  eyes. 

Let  Samson 
Be  coming 
Into  your  mind. 
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UNDER  THE  BLESSING  OF  YOUR  PSYCHE  WINGS 

Though  I  have  found  you  like  a  enow-drop  pale, 
On  sunny  days  have  found  you  weak  and  still, 
Though  I  have  often  held  your  girlish  head 
Drooped  on  my  shoulder,  faint  from  little  ill : — 


Under  the  blessing  of  your  Psyche -wings 

I  hide  to-night  like  one  small  broken  bird, 

So  soothed  I  half -forget  the  world  gone  mad  : — 

And  all  the  winds  of  war  are  now  unheard. 


My  heaven-doubting  pennons  feel  your  hands 
With  touch  most  delicate  so  circling  round, 
That  for  an  hour  I  dream  that  God  is  good. 
And  in  your  shadow,  Mercy's  ways  abound. 
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I  thought  myself  the  guard  of  your  frail  state, 
And  yet  I  come  to-night  a  helpless  guest, 
Hiding  beneath  your  giant  Psyche-wings, 
Against  the  pallor  of  your  wondrous  breast. 
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